subjects of the King of Britain, that classic land of com-
promise, are free men. The musician coughs and expec-
torates clots of dark blood, and, as though unwilling
to trample on the blood with his dirty shoes, he spits
not on the pavement, but on the greasy walls of the
houses. One does not think he does this deliberately, but one
has a presentiment that, having made another dozen strides,
he will collapse from hunger and fatigue.